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Mrs. Graves holds dark secrets that, upon her reunion with her children, threaten to came into light... What is going to happen once there is no place to hide?
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Lying in bed, Mrs. Graves was looking to the side, staring at the bright, electric red numbers of the digital clock that was over the bedside table, dimly breaking the darkness of the room. Her tired, dark-circled eyes were demanding for closure, a respite that she could not give since forever.

When was the last time that she slept properly? When was the last time that she woke up, rested and full of energy to face the day? It seemed like years ago, back when she was a young and vibrant woman full of dreams and ignorant of the darkness that dwelled inside her mind, waiting for the right moment to awake and ruin her completely.

She sighed, feeling hot and bothered, enough to get rid of the bed sheets and let her almost naked body breathe. The weak light of the clock managed to show the sexy, black full-body lingerie that she had put on early in the day, obviously in vain given the circumstances. The fabric, almost transparent, traced the curves of her mouth-watering body, and pressed strongly against the skin to stand out her breasts and that big ass that made so many of her male neighbors fix their hungry eyes at her as if spellbound, even in front of their pissed-off and frustrated wives.

Then the clock changed to 03:00 AM. It was so late in the night; she was so tired but also prisoner by the chains of insomnia, unlike her husband next to her who was snoring like a damn chainsaw.

            “You fucking…”

            An elbow to the ribs and a groan of pain was enough to silence him, but even after that her husband did not wake up.

Mrs. Graves wondered how he did it; to sleep without a care in the world after everything in their lives has gone to such a shit that not even that façade of happy prosper house could hide; without even being capable of properly fucking her, not even with the help of all the resources available for them inside the closet; to show to feel absolutely NOTHING at all.

            “Please, you can’t sleep that easily after what happened today,” she muttered, hoping that her husband was actually giving two shits about anything instead of being an entity that just work, fuck and sleep… Well, nowadays just work and sleep. “C’mon…”

            Mrs. Graves shook him a little but the response she received was an annoyed grunt.

Disappointed as always, the black-haired woman sighed again and kept silence for a while, staring at the ceiling in a silence that, now that the bear next to her stopped making noises, worked as a hex that had befallen upon the house. A silence so deep and heavy, almost tangible.

No one had heard her fluttering voice, worn down by a deep sorrow that consumed her day after day, month after month, year after year, to the point that her mind was incapable at all to find any kind of peace.

And it was all because of those two kids. Her children, her own flesh and blood…

Mrs. Graves bit her lower lip, the thoughts inside her head a mystery, like a complex jigsaw waiting to be solved, even if the pieces were dark and twisted, bound to never saw the light for the sake of her already broken-beyond-repair family.

Behind that mask of coldness that she had perfected throughout the years, there was no way to describe how overjoyed she was to see them both alive and well. That last visit that those X-Files men-in-black bastards did a months ago, bringing her that fake death certificate, almost finished to destroy both her mind and soul completely.

            “They’re not dead, of course... But such fate will come soon: there’s no time left for your children before we develop a cure,” she remembered with deep hatred those disgusting words of the water company representative, said within the threatening privacy of a clichéd black car with tinted windows. “So we strongly recommend that you take this certificate, sign this paper with your consent, and perhaps, if you behave, we will never pay a visit to you and your husband ever again.”

            But that morning she saw her children try and succeed in breaking in, against that terrible fate that she thought had befallen upon them.

Of course, leaving undeserved happiness aside, in no way that miracle changed the fact that she had been, and surely still was, the worst mother ever to live.

She knew what she did; she knew what she signed for when those corporate hellions came to their apartment at the start of the quarantine to make a deal worthy of a devil. After that, she couldn’t even watch an advertisement of ToxiSoda without feeling the urge to break the TV; she actually did it after watching the news about their apartment burning to cinders, smashing the screen with her bare hands.

            “No wonder they hate me so much”, she thought, her heart beating painfully as if it knew that she did not deserve any breathe of life that she was taking. “One betrayal after another…”

            Was it wrong to sell her children just like that to hide the fuck ups of a damn corporation and cash a shitload of money? Fucking of course. Was it for an easy, peaceful life in suburbia? Perhaps.

But nobody knew the real reason behind her choices. Only her alone, and she was going to take her secret to the grave… With a hatred for herself made manifest with hot tears rolling down her cheeks.

            “Didn’t I do the right thing? Weren’t they safer in that apartment without a fucking monster like me around?” Mrs. Graves managed to choke a sob, oversaturated with guilt and despair. “Andrew…”

            Such a good boy he was, back in the day. So cute, obedient, easy to handle. A happy boy…until the tragedy with that Nina girl happened, and shattered his very soul into pieces.

She knew that their kids had something to do with her death. All the lies she had to manufacture, all the pain and despair that loomed upon them in the aftermath… She did it for them to save them from a doomed existence, even if another family had been completely broken because of her children.

            “Why are you asking me how I feel, you bitch? Why do you fucking care?! You don’t even love me!”

            The heart of Mrs. Graves had been carved her daughter’s words, years ago, when she tried to connect with her after Nina’s death. It should not have surprised her back in the day such an answer, after all the mistreatment and forced indifference, but it hurts so much, even in the present it was like a knife slowly piercing her chest.

Dark thoughts stalked the corner of her mind, forcing her to remember why she neglected her daughter before she could even learn to write.

Why she left the job of raising her to Andrew and left him to his own devices.

Why she deserved to fall into the darkest corner of Hell.

            “Oh, Andrew…Ashley…”

            The black-haired woman straighten, unable to find comfort in the caress of the bed; sitting on the edge, her gaze could hold no longer hold on and fell, with tears beginning to fall and getting lost in the dark.

Allowing herself to cry was perhaps the only good decision she took in years. There was no way possible to censor her sob, and the wine that she drank in that uncomfortable dinner was not helping her to build up any resistance against those violent emotions that she lived suppressing.

The sorrow in which she was drowning every day.

The despair of knowing that their children loathed her to the core.

…

“Are you alright, mom? You look like you didn’t get to sleep at all… Oh, yeah, Ashley slept with me, again. She insisted…”

…

“I can do whatever the fuck I want, wherever I fucking want and when I fucking want so fuck off, bitch. What I do with Andrew is not of your goddamn business…or now you’re going to start acting like if you give a shit about us?”

…

An ice-cold shiver crossed her entire body, from the back of her neck to her thighs. Nausea came next, closing her neck with a vile taste and twisting her stomach like a knot.

But what surpassed every negative sensation she felt was the relentless feeling of isolation, consuming her whole being like wildfire. The fragility of her psyche was in tatters, despair oversaturating every single metaphysical particle of her fucking, rotten and tarnished soul.

            “I can’t… No more. So tired of everything…”

The shadow of insomnia grew tall, engulfing her and forcing her to stand up and do something to ease the pain, instead of staying there drinking poison of her own misery.

As if guided by an invisible hand of a sleepwalking demon, Mrs. Graves walked directly to the dresser, with the intention of taking that fake death certificate of their children and tore it to pieces, without even considering that that document was the failsafe of that fairytale life in that fake-ass neighborhood.

Obviously, the dresser was lock up. Its key waiting in the depths of the basement, a stupid idea that her husband had “for safety reasons”.

Her tired brain still sustained the capacity to make her feel pissed off and she made sure of kicking the bed as she passed by in direction to the door of the room.

            “Ugh, please honey, not now…,” she heard him said under his breathe, a reflex he developed just to shut her out and not deal with her.

Funny… How everyone she knew wanted nothing to do with her as time pass.

She went to the living room, careless thanks to her lack of focus and rest that she forgot to wear her dressing gown in order to cover her sensual body; she was so tired and was clearly not thinking straight since she, in that quasi-sleepwalk behavior, went around the couch and saw that it was occupied by the most melancholic scenery possible:

Still dressed in the same black-gothic clothes as always, Andrew was sleeping with a troubled expression plastered on his face, victim of a nightmare; he was covering the length of the couch and full clothed to the point of merging almost entirely with the shadows of the living room. And sitting in the floor, while resting her arms and head in the space that Andrew’s torso was not using, was Ashley. She was also asleep, and upon closer inspection Mrs. Graves managed to saw that cute and yet mischievous grin of hers that contrasted with Andrew’s…

A broken smile was drawn upon her face, and at no point the thought of waking them up to scold them for sleeping together crossed her mind.

Perhaps in the morning they’re no longer be there, having continue on their way to live their lives as they saw fit. They’re young, together and very alive; that was the only consolation that Mrs. Graves thought she could selfishly take with her to Hell sooner or later.

Like a thief in the night, she went downstairs into the basement, her feet not making any sound against the cold concrete. The lights were on, clearly left like that by Ashley when she decided to give her brother some company, and curiously, the bed was untouched, making her think that her daughter had not even tried to get some sleep.

Just as she was about to make her way towards that box that held the key of the dresser, she spotted something on the bed that not only froze her immediately where she was standing, but also made her eyes open with such violence that sleep deprivation went instantly out the window.

Black panties, lying alone over the pillow. Ashley’s, without a doubt.

That’s when all the demons within her took over almost instantly. Her conscience, rotten and perverse, threw years and years of past secret mischiefs at her, and screamed at her to do what she desired to do. It was not going to be the first time, but surely the last one… Her last chance to fill a little bit of that endless void that had always been within her.

As she approached the bed, her heart rate skyrocketed and her legs started to tremble; that anxiety of being discovered that she knew too well resurfaced, only to work in the exact opposite way as it should.

With a trembling hand, she took the panties and stared with wide, open bloodshot eyes at it, like an addict in presence of their dose. A soft, silky and delicate treasure with transparent patterns, too precious to leave out there in the open, and so effective to stimulate her sacrilegious imagination… She could even imagine the warm that it used to had hours ago, or perhaps minutes ago.

Her mouth open a little, as her breathe was becoming too fast and making her chest go up and down rapidly. She closed her eyes… And brought the panties to her face to take a long and deep sniff.

Salty, delicious ambrosia. The forbidden aroma of her daughter’s vagina, getting inside her nostrils and reaching every corner of her brain with the clear intention of turning it into a grey-colored mess.

Instinctively, Mrs. Graves guided her left hand towards her pelvis, crawling like a snake searching for its prey. Below, when her fingers touched her hard clit protected only by the laminar fabric of the lingerie, she felt her insides explode in a violent wave of heat. Her nipples were on fire, her pussy aching and demanding interaction, but she was focused only in sniffing those panties in order to carve that divine smell into her brain. Her eyes were flooded in lust and drunk in pleasure, threatening to roll upwards as she slowly felt that warmth extend to the rest of her body.

Once her legs gave out, the black-haired woman let herself fell on the bed and continued her search in reaching her climax by sniffing, moaning and masturbating, trapped in a diabolical rapture.

            “F-fuck…Oh, fuck yes, Ashley…,” she whispered, her voice totally tainted with lust. She bit the fabric of the panties and licked it, letting those feminine scents flood the inside of her mouth. Then she took the panties down to start grinding it against her vagina like crazy. She was so close… “Ashley!”

            “I’m right here, mom.”

            Mrs. Graves’ heart jumped to her throat and she almost let out a shriek of absolute terror. She threw the panties away in a vain attempt to negate her crime, even though it was too late even to try to justify her behavior. With a deep shade of red crossing her face, she violently looked in direction of the stairs: both Andrew and Ashley were watching, the big brother leaning on the railing and the little sister sitting in a step halfway from the bottom one.

They were looking at her with different expressions plastered on their faces: her son had both eyes and mouth wide open in total disbelief, while her daughter was smirking with that sensually malicious grin of hers.

“Well, well, I’ll be damned…What do we have here? A very naughty hussy that looks exactly like our saint mother,” Ashley whispered, her pink eyes full of evil intent. Her unhinged smile and perverse giggling grew pure fear in Mrs. Graves, even to surpass the absolute shame and embarrassment that she was feeling in that same moment, like never before in her entire life. “I can’t fucking believe it. You’re right, Andrew my beloved… I thought you’re so full of shit, but you’re actually right!”

“Y-yeah… Still, it’s really shocking to see it with our own eyes,” he commented, his voice so weak that he swallowed and took a deep breath to regain his composure. “This is quite the turn of events.”

“You tell me. I didn’t expect something like this at all.”

Both siblings went down the stairs, and since the bed was in the corner of the room, they surrounded Mrs. Graves, giving her no way to escape. Neither from them, nor the shame that doomed her as an absolute failure both as a woman and a mother.

Their gazes were penetrating, as if they were looking directly into her disgusting soul with no defense at all to hide its secrets. Such was her embarrassment that the mother looked down, directly at her hands that were gripping the bed sheets so strongly that her knuckles were pale white and trembling nonstop, just like the rest of her body.

            “Well, don’t you have anything to say, mom?” Ashley asked, standing right in front of her. Mrs. Graves fixed her gaze at her boots and tried not to even look a millimeter up. “Speak, you naughty girl.”

            “D-don’t look at me… Please, don’t,” the matriarch sobbed, her eyes flooding with tears rapidly. It felt hard to breathe, her throat threatening to close and let her choke to death. “Ashley, please…”

            “Yes, that was what you’re moaning,” The goth young woman got her face closer to her, dangerously whispering to her ear. “You sounded so sexy, saying my name as you fantasized about tribbing with me.”

            “N-no! I didn’t…!”

            “Shut the fuck up. Don’t even dare contradict me, you fucking degenerate whore,” her voice, erotic by nature, got tainted with such malice that Mrs. Graves shivered and instinctively tried to move away, her only direction of escape being against the cold, hard wall. “You masturbated while thinking about your sweet daughter... You sniffed and licked my piss and squirt, I saw it, Andrew saw it. Damn, you’re so wet that even your fucking thighs got all drenched up…”

            Ashley forcefully grabbed her right thigh and squeezed, making Mrs. Graves have contradictory reactions that collided in neutral ground: she tried to get away, victim of the disgust she felt for herself, but her daughter’s touch was so stimulating that she stood in place, paralyzed, her body expecting for more…

            “Mom?” And the worst thing, what she feared the most, was another source of temptation getting closer: Andrew sat on the bed, giving her no space or way possible of escaping from that overflowing sensation of deadly embarrassment. Unlike Ashley, he did not touch her, but was so close to her that Mrs. Graves felt frozen butterflies flying inside her chest. “Just to be crystal clear, uh… I’ve known about your hobby for a while.”

            The black-haired woman kept falling and falling, the void bottomless with no clue about how deep it was.

Every time she sneaked into their room when they’re out of the apartment; every boxer and panties she had masturbated to; every time she reached her climax on either of their beds while getting drunk on their scent…

Every fantasy about being fucked in the most immoral and degenerate of ways by her two children...

Every dark thought brought to light, and it burned and hurt so…fucking…much.

            “To be fair, you had it coming. After abandoning us and leaving us to die, even though we’re a royal pain in the ass to you, we deserved some justice,” Andrew said, his voice getting darker and actually getting his mother to look at him, unable to stop weeping. But what actually left her in shock was to see that bulge in his crotch…That cock she had fantasied about so much… “There’s no way we’re not going to use your fetish or whatever this is against you.”

“Andrew dear, why the fuck are you doing trying to justify our trap? She may be a total freak, but she’s still the same bitch as always! Don’t fucking explain yourself to… HEY!” Ashely followed her mother’s look towards Andrew’s erection; her jealousy boiled up, enraging her to no end. “YOU FUCKING WHORE!”

The pink-eyed menace took her mother by the arm, her hand like a claw that dig its nails deep in the skin, and forced her out of the bed as she cried with no strength at all to offer resistance.

“Ashley!” Andrew exclaimed, to no avail as his sister threw Mrs. Graves in direction of the retaining beam in the middle of the basement. She fell hard, her arms taking the full impact with a brief injection of pain, but never took her scared eyes off her own daughter.

“Even in this fucking situation your mouth water over his cock?! Are you fucking out of your goddamn mind?!”Ashley shrieked, so angry that she spit saliva as she screamed and her ears reddened upon so much rage. “Andrew, tie this bitch up!”

“A-Ashley…” The brother muttered, his cheeks red because of his exposed excitement. An almost fatal mistake, given the very dark look that his sister gave him.

“Beloved… Don’t test me.”

Rapidly, Andrew took the fetish rope that he had stolen from their parent’s room and left near the stairs, fearful of angering his sister more. He stared with pity at his mom and sighed before firmly taking her by the arm and pinning her against the beam.

“Your arms, up.”

Even in such situation, Mrs. Graves could not avoid the excitement of having her son so close to her. Andrew tied her arms together around the wrists and, as he forced her to keep them up in order to tie them to a small fixed pulley, his neck got so closer to her face that the black-haired woman felt the warmth of his skin and its intoxicating smell mixed with the smoke of his cigarettes.

            “Andrew…” His mother felt her heart skip a violent beat when he took her ponytail with a trembling hand and passed it over her left shoulder. Then, she found his gaze fixed in her chest, specifically her breasts covered by the transparent layer of fabric of the lingerie, which did nothing to hide her hard nipples. Seconds passed, and Andrew realized about what he was doing and looked up, meeting her mother’s yellow eyes. “I just…”

            “Andrew, my beloved, do you really want me to chop your dick off?” The spell that was created between mother and son was shattered like a windowpane at the receiving end of a bullet, before Ashley’s cold, poison-coated words. He backed off, ashamed, and returned to his sister’s side. “That’s better.”

            “I’m sorry…”

            Ashley brushed him off. He was going to be punished for flirting like that with their mother later; now it was the time for reckoning.

            “What to do with you now?” she said in a lower voice, raising her fingers to her chin and frowning. “I mean, you’re as good as dead, that should be obvious by now. But first we’re going to make you suffer, there’s no discussion in that either.”

            “We need answers, Ashley. About the fucking apartment, the quarantine, everything,” Andrew proposed, with his arms crossed and a serious look on his face that was trying very hard to stay in direction of their mother’s face and not her gifted attributes.

            “Yeah… You’re right. It’s time for the truth to come forward, mom.” From behind the bed, Ashley took one of the kitchen knives that she had stashed there for future nefarious purposes and showed it to Mrs. Graves with a vicious grin. “And I hope you make it quick, before I decide that your voice is too annoying to be heard and tear your fucking tongue out.”

            It was interesting, the fact that she was not afraid at all about being injured, tortured or even get offed. Perhaps she had always been waiting to pay the price for her sins; there was no way that her lust for her own children and her cowardly when they needed her the most was going to be left unpunished.

No, the humiliation about having being discovered was worse, she could barely look at her kids in the eyes without tearing up and feeling her face on fire. Now there was no turning back, and no secret to keep in the dark…

That’s when it hit her. Finally, she was free to say everything she thought, without any restriction at all.

            “In my room, inside the dresser, there’s a document. The key to open it…,” she started to say, but was cut short by her daughter.

            “Yeah yeah, we saw our death certificate. Thank you very much about that, bitch.” The goth woman took one step forward, her grip on the knife so hard it was trembling.

            “No, you don’t understand! I was forced by the damn water corpo to accept it,” Mrs. Graves desperately exclaimed, totally omitting the fact that they’ve been rummaging through her and her husband’s stuff. “They told me that…that it was too late for you.”

            “So what? Did you actually do something about it? Did you went to the pile of ashes that is our apartment now to check on us?” Andrew retorted, anger slowly showing in his voice. “You did nothing, mom. You left us to die there.”

            The grandest accusation, the one that hurts the most.

            “I…I didn’t leave you to die.”

            "BULLSHIT!” Ashley yelled on the top of her lungs, surely waking the entire neighborhood, with the obvious exception of her comatose father. “They were starving us to death!”

            “I didn’t know it was like that! I swear, Ashley, I didn’t!” Even though she honestly believed that her daughter was exaggerating back then, it’s true that she preferred to ignore the warning out of pure cowardice; it was easier to ignore the fact that the price of getting her children away from a vile degenerate like her was to leave them to die. “T-they said that you’re well fed… I should have listened to you. I’m sorry…”

            “Stick your apologize up your ass! You called me a liar; you told us to fuck off!” Her rage was unbridled, leaving her boundary to stop herself to rush towards her, ignoring her brother’s surprised beg to stop. Mrs. Graves prepared herself to feel the stab of the knife, but it never came: the tip pierced the beam, inches above her tied hands. She had her daughter so close, her wrathful face an inch away. Her lips…so beautiful. “You said it yourself, mom: don’t call me anymore.”

            The yellow-eyed woman sighed. Would she, or Andrew, believed her if she told them how much she regretted those words? How much she cried after that phone call?

            “Ashley, you don’t understand. I swear it was not my intention…,” she whispered, fighting the urge to close their distance and brush her lips against hers. Perhaps Ashley felt her struggle too, since she backed away in disgust, taking the knife with her. “Please, I’m not lying!”

            “Fuck you! It’s too late now!” she exclaimed, returning to her brother’s side while chuckling, her head full of new ideas for that long night.

“Do you even know what we endured? Do you even…,” Andrew stopped, in doubt, not sure if it was right to go on. “If you knew what we did to survive…”

Unlike him, Ashley had no mental filter at all. Her desire to cause agony and hopelessness was so big that she could barely hold on the excitement manifested in such an evil smirk.

            “We murdered, butchered and ate those fuckers at the apartment,” she said, slowly and enjoying every word as she licked her own lips, remembering the taste of human flesh. Mrs. Graves’ last shred of fortitude left in her body and mind got lost forever in the void; there was nothing she could do but cry her eyes out. “We should have bring some of those limbs to cook you a stew, mom. Or…What do you think about cooking you? I bet you would taste bittersweet, like the horny and heartless bitch you are.”

            Salivating like a starved beast, Ashley kept sweet-talking her to despair, rambling about how delightful she found the idea of doing something as inhumane as cannibalizing her own mother, while Andrew listened and looked at her with blank eyes, a reflex created after years of years of dealing with his sister’s twisted shenanigans.

It was the matriarch of the family who was dealing about the cold-hearted tendencies of her offspring in a very unorthodox way; she could care less about those who died, and maybe how unhealthy and dangerous it would be for Andrew and Ashley to feed upon other human beings.

What she was seeing was that her kids were survivors who did anything in their power to stay alive. If only she had been a better mother, nothing of that would have happened in the first place.

            “Oh, kids… You went through so much, and it’s all my fault…,” she sobbed, blinking several times to get rid of the tears and manage to have a good image of her astonished children: Andrew snapped out of his annoyance, looking honestly surprised, while Ashley was suddenly silenced, agape and clearly unable to comprehend why her mother was not giving two shits about the crimes she revealed. “I’m so sorry… I know I deserve to be punished. If you want to…t-to kill me, then I’d gladly accept my fate. It’s fair, after everything I put you through.”

            “Are you fucking kidding me?” Ashley whispered, so low and deadly because of how everything was not going the way she planned. “Did you hear anything at all about what I said? Let me be crystal clear: we’re going to torture you, kill you and eat your fucking corpse.”

            “I heard… And if that means justice for my two dear kids, then I’ll gladly become your food.”

Ashley took a step back by reflex, bewildered like never before. And she was not the only one confused about the situation: Andrew was also feeling that things were not following a logical thread in regards of their mother. Well, finding her masturbating to Ashley’s panties was a hell of a dramatic turn of events that he foresaw thanks of years of spying her doing that kind of things, but he expected an outrage from her, something else besides a morbid, kinda-like empathic reaction.

            “Mom, why are you like this? I truly don’t understand you… Leaving aside your very weird kink, you’re a totally different person from the mother I knew.”

            Blushing, Mrs. Graves breathe deep before speaking her heart out. There was no reason left to hide her feelings, wasn’t it? That was the end of the line for her, after all.

            “This is who I am, kids. Now I can say without any fear that I love you. Both of you.” The siblings stared at each other, not sure if getting pissed off before such a plain answer was worth it. Their mother got right away that they did not understand what she meant, making her giggle against all odds in that fucked up situation. “What I mean is that I’m in love with you two.”

            She let the truth sink in; give Andrew and Ashley a minute to analyze what she just said: there were multiple shades of red in Andrew’s face, giving testimony of how mind-fucked he was, in disparity with his sister’s extremely cold and hateful semblance.

Personally for Mrs. Graves, the truth felt liberating. A part of the weight of her sins finally dropping off her shoulders; that toxic mix of anxiety and depression diluting into nothingness for the first time in years.

Now she wanted to say everything to her heart’s content, sharing her forbidden feelings in an attempt of being understood and, in her own ridiculous and light-years from distance imaginary, reciprocated.

            “I don’t know exactly when this feeling came to be… Maybe when you got old enough to flip me off and tell me to go fuck myself. I never had the answer about when and why, but what I’m sure is that I love you so fucking much that, to be fair, it got to the point that there was simply no way to keep you around me without risking it. You two are always in my head…”

            “…shut up.”

            “You see now why I did what I did? Why I chose to leave you in that apartment? Why you’re better off without a disgusting piece of shit like me?”

            “SHUT THE FUCK UP! JUST SHUT UP!” Ashley screamed, her lower lip trembling and on the verge of tears. “IS THAT THE BEST LIE YOU COULD COME UP WITH, YOU STUPID WHORE? FINE THEN!”

            The goth woman was a perfect agent of chaos. One could never know what she was about to do. So when she took off her shirt and bra, exposing her fat tits for every spectator in the basement, both mother and brother knew that things were about to get absolutely insane.

Then Ashley took her pants and boots off without waiting a single second, not only showing that indeed those black panties that her mother had her way with were hers, but also her shaved pelvis and the slightly wet folds of her vagina.

Astonished, Mrs. Graves drooled at the sight of that pair of perfect breasts with pink colored areoles and those long, pale legs. Ashley was such a beautiful young woman… It was impossible not to desire her, graze her lips against every inch of her skin, and devour those lips…

 Meanwhile, as her mother’s brain tried to regain some order that the lust for her own kin was preventing, Ashley kneeled in front of her brother and lowered his pants.

            “W-what…?” she shrieked, her eyes wanting to go out of their sockets and her heart seconds away for exploding, before the magnificent and forbidden sight of Andrew’s penis. “What are you doing?!”

            “Damn, your cock is throbbing so much...,” Ashley whispered sexily and biting her lower lip, hungry like a blood-starved she-wolf. She took Andrew’s penis and gently caressed up and down, and then she squeezed hard, making him moan in a lot of pain. “Is it because of her?”

            “N-no…!” Andrew was so shy and embarrassed that it was cute. He hid his face with both hands, unable to deal with the frenzied mix of feelings in regards of his own mother basically declaring herself to them and Ashley jerking him right in front of her. “Ashley!”

            “You know I don’t like lies, Andyyyy,” his sister hissed, viciously and without letting his cock go from that painful imprisonment. “Say it.”

            “Alright, alright! Mom looks so fucking hot I can’t avoid it!” he exclaimed, ashamed to even look at that woman whose heart jumped in joy at such response.

            “It’s that so? What it’s so appealing about her?” Ashley asked clearly pissed off. She let a long line of drool fall into the space between her breasts and got closer to Andrew’s cock, starting to titfuck him and making him release a moan of absolute pleasure. “Tell me, Andy.”

            “She…she’s so sexy and gorgeous… And her breasts are so fucking huge!”

            “Uh uh, I see… I bet you like hearing that, is that right, mom?” she said, looking at the flustered woman with pure hatred. She moved her breasts rapidly up and down, making Andrew go crazy. “It’s a shame that I’m not that good-looking…or that these lame-ass tits are not as big as hers… I bet you’d like hers instead of mine.”

            “Are you crazy, woman?! You’re the most annoying, batshit crazy, totally bonkers beautiful bitch I’ve ever known! Of course I want you before anyone else!” Andrew yelled, looking down at Ashley with his face red, drunk on pleasure. “Please, I beg you! Suck my cock, Leyley!

            Ashley grinned happily and looked sideways at her mother with airs of superiority, boasting about her brother’s choice. Now that it was established who won that competition that only she was playing, the goth woman took her brother’s cock inside her mouth completely.

            “Mmmm, delicious,” she moaned, taking it out in order to run her tongue along the shaft. “Let’s pretend I believe what you said, mom. Then maybe this won’t make you want to vomit your insides out, but at least I know that you’ll writhe in jealousy all night knowing that this cock is all mine.”

            Mrs. Graves did not say another word since her revelation. It was understandable to have a loss of those because of the fact that she was seeing her son and daughter having oral sex right in front of her while she was tied up against her will. Her arms were getting very tired and hurt after being in that position for so long, and her legs were about to give up in parallel of the increase in her excitement.

She was very soaked in between her legs; her pussy was on fire, wanting release right away since the stimulus was too much for her to bear: or it was Andrew’s moans as Ashley sucked his cock, or the sight of Ashley’s pussy, dripping wet in direction of her as if it was calling her to approach and make it feel good.

But then Andrew got his shirt off and Mrs. Graves felt as if an arrow of from a demon of love had pierced her chest: his torso was average but it was decorated with the tattoo of a skull from whose every hole roses bloomed. Once Ashley decided to take his cock out of her mouth in order to breathe, the mother saw it as it was: a deliciously-looking piece of work drenched in a mix of saliva and pre-cum. An opinion in which both women present could have agreed.

           “Come here Andy, have a taste of your majestic cock,” the goth woman said as she stood up. She crossed her arms behind his neck and started kissing him passionately. Their bodies collided and fit like pieces of a jigsaw; Ashley’s breasts were pressing hard against Andrew’s chest, hiding his tattoo from sight. Their tongues met within the union of their lips, and Andrew’s took his right hand directly to his sister’s pelvis to start caressing her clit and lower lips with his fingers.

Meanwhile, Mrs. Graves got in between a fierce war that her feelings were having with each other. Seeing her children making out, naked and enraptured in a storm of lust was driving her crazier than she already was. She felt the desire of her pussy about feeling those fingers that were caressing and getting within Ashley’s, while her hands twisted against the rope in a vain attempt to do something, anything to appease her overflowing lust.

Still, her heart was still torn apart. They were doing all that mostly because it was a punishment of some sort to her.  Their hate towards her took them to that place and time.

            “It’s time, Andy…” Ashley, she moaned against the lips of her brother. She took distance in order to bend over and open the lips of her hungry-looking pussy, offering it to Andrew as she stared in defiance to her frustrated mother. “Fuck me!”         

There was no need to tell him twice: Andrew teased Ashley’s lower lips and just before she could complain, he went inside her completely.

            “FUCK!” Ashley cried in love with the violence in which his brother was reaching the entrance of her womb in one go, forcing her to momentarily close her eyes. There was no mercy at all before the shriek of pleasure and pain alike that she released; the periodic and frantic movement of Andrew’s hips messed with her brain in waves of pure ecstasy, preventing her from thinking straight. “YES, ANDY! KEEP GOING!”

            “Don’t worry, Leyley: until I’ve filled your perverted pussy up, there’s no fucking way I’m gonna stop,” Andrew was overtaken by his most primal instincts, his eyes saturated with hunger for his sister that demanded to be satiated. He trapped Ashley in a fierce embrace, passing his right arm from under her armpit in order to catch and squeeze her left breast, and with the other he started to play with her clit, running circles around it and applying pressure once in a while. “Now be a good bitch and take it all in.”

The stimulus was too much, bringing her to the brink of one kind of madness.  Tears escaped from the corners of Ashley’s eyes once she opened them, making her eyeliner start to slowly slide as if those traces of liquid lust were rivers of dark waters. With her mouth half open and drooling by the corners, she stared with a cloudy vision to her overwhelmed mother: watching her kids fuck each other was, in essence, a torture of epic proportions that made her whole body crawl with infernal heat that could not be gratified; the pained expression on her face filled Ashley with boundless joy. 

            “I always imagined… Ah, fuck yes! Always…imagined…about fucking Andy in front of you,” the goth young woman revealed, having a really bad time trying to speak clearly with the harsh movement of their bodies and the constant sound of Andrew’s hips crashing against her butt cheeks. “What do you think about this, huh?! Does this look like a joke to you?!”

            “N-no, Ashley…” she managed to say with a voice as small as the drops of love juices that started to fall to the floor from her oversaturated-with-moist panties.

            Ashley laughed and cried like the madwoman she was, too spiraled down in the insanity crescendo that was her fucked up life.

            “This is us, mom! Do you love us, still?!” she asked, her black tears still running down beautifully. “Do you regret having given birth to us now!?”

            That question triggered Mrs. Graves’ brain, temporarily holding back the lust just to give her the clarity and strength to answer at the command of her damned soul.

            “NEVER!” she screamed to the top of her lungs, enough for the angels to hear in their golden halls and weep as they sang the saddest song, in absolute defeat. “Hell will freeze over before I regret having you two!”

            The lines of blood that were running from her wrists made the rope slippery and gave her ease to twist her hand and, in a final effort, be released from her imprisonment. Landing with both bloodied hands and not losing sight of their children, Mrs. Graves had no intention at all of getting away from there: one way or another, her fate was going to be decided in that basement, either by dead or acceptance, but always with the truth standing tall over everything else.

            “I love you! That is the truth, Ashley! That goes for you too, Andrew!” Her son was listening when she said that, making him react by fucking Ashley even more rapidly. “I love both of you so much… I can’t control these urges anymore…”

            Ashley was too deep in that like of ecstasy inside her mind to give a damn about the fact that her mother was free. The thin line between love and hate started to choke her thanks to her words, making deep-buried feelings of lost innocence and longing to resurface after twenty years, and getting mixed up in that noxious, rotten pit of blackness that was her heart.

            “Are you for real, mom?! You really want us?! You want us to fuck you?!” she sobbed, unable to differentiate between pleasure and sadness for having being so utterly defeated by that damned bitch that she hated to the core…and that she suddenly started to love too. “Oh fuck, Andy, yes! Fill me up, give me a fucking baby!”

            Smirking evilly, Andrew embraced her strongly and, seconds away from ejaculating, said to her ear loudly enough for her and their mother to hear:

            “As you wish, Leyley. Get pregnant, you degenerate bitch!”

            Ashley screamed in rapture, tearing her throat apart as her insides received Andrew’s seed while Mrs. Graves stared at such blasphemous union, betwixt sorrow and killing happiness.

Silence subsisted then, not enough to be easily broken by both siblings’ tired efforts to catch a breath. They got separated; Andrew fell on his ass, his legs trembling after all that fucking while standing and his chest going up and down.

Ashley followed his example by falling on her knees, crestfallen and with both hands on her abdomen.

The mind of that psycho goth-bitch was too overwhelmed to decide what to think about: how amazing that incestual fuck had been; the seed of her brother inside her, with the possibility of a perfect, unholy hell-spawn to start growing; or that sex-starved woman that witnessed their twisted union, crawling slowly in her direction like someone dying from dehydration in the harshest of deserts.

            “Please…Ashley,” Mrs. Graves moaned, breathing heavily as if she had been the one getting raw-fucked. “I beg you…”

            Her bloodied and yet kind hands reached her daughter’s thighs and caressed them as she closed the distances between them. The word beautiful was the one thought that appeared in between the clouds of chaos in Ashley’s mind when she stared at that tired and full of tears face. Then their eyes met, pink and yellow, hate and love colliding, and a request came out of her mother’s mouth that she had no power at all to reject:

            “Please let me eat that cum-filled pussy of yours.”

            There was nothing in that fucked up world, Heaven or Hell that could stop Mrs. Graves. She gently raised her daughter’s legs to take a look down at that drenched vagina that she had lust over for so long, and finally, having it so closer to her mouth, she took a tentative but long lick that went from hole to hole, and from hole to clit.

Those panties that were left abandoned in the corner of the basement became insignificant next to the divine taste that exploded in her brain. She instantly became addicted to the bittersweet taste of her daughter’s love juices mixed with the semen that was fighting its way out; it was unacceptable to leave such nectar to waste, so she introduced her tongue in that delicious looking hole, aiming to capture every single drop.

            “W-wait! Wait, wait a sec, mom...! I SAID WAIT, BITCH!” Ashley exclaimed, her face and ears turning red of anger and embarrassment as she stared in absolute incredulity at her mother. That sudden attack left her almost powerless; her efforts when she put a hand over her mother’s head to separate her from her were totally in vain. “F-FUCK!”

            Mrs. Graves had closed her eyes and made deaf ears to her daughter’s pleas. The goth woman screeched and writhed on the ground, struggling to get rid of that leech that was eating her pussy in a way that not even Andrew could match; the sensation was too new and powerful, clouding her mind and trying to make her succumb rapidly.

It were a matter of seconds before she came in a violent wave of heat that crossed through her body and ended in Mrs. Graves face. That only made the matriarch more eager in her task of eating her sweet, sociopath daughter out.

            “F-fuck…oh fuck…Andy, help me! This bitch is… Oh, c’mon! Really?!” Ashley complained as she sought her brother’s assistance, only to find him jerking off like crazy to that sickening spectacle. His green eyes were open wide and blinked to the minimum, giving the impression that Andrew was engraving that mother-daughter sex action in his retinas with no intention of losing a single second of it. “You fucking wanker! Do something but that!”

            Frustrated and torn between finishing and actually joining them, Andrew roared and went directly towards his mother’s behinds. He knelt and groped her world-class ass with both hands, fiercely and with such hunger that he could not avoid kissing and taking several harmless bites.

That forced the startled matriarch to stop making out with her daughter’s pussy, looking over her shoulder to see with a little smile what he was scheming.

            “Andrew?” she said, blushing as he gave her two slaps that sent delicious shivers down her spine. “What are you…?”

            “You have the best ass ever, mom,” he said, taking the fragile and damp fabric of her lingerie and tearing it to pieces. In result, her asshole and pussy were left out in the open, ready to be taken care of. “You’re so fucking beautiful…”

            Andrew’s tongue went directly towards her asshole, and two fingers of his right hand started to play around her clit.

            “Oh my, Andrew! Yes, just like that!” Mrs. Graves moaned, the sensation of her son’s tongue going in and out of her asshole flooding all her senses and making her pussy twitch in both pleasure and frustration as his fingers limited themselves to teaser her. “Please, fuck my pussy!

            “Hey, I can’t eat your ass and fuck you at the same time!” Those two fingers went in and out, her insides so slippery and warm that Andrew bit his lower lip at the premise of actually putting his dick inside. He could barely wait. “Settle with this for now. Once I’m done with your ass… I’m going to fuck you so hard that you’ll never desire any other cock but mine.”

            Mrs. Graves trembled with great excitement before that idea, and obviously because Andrew was perfect making a mess out of both her pussy and asshole too. She was so enthralled by her son’s sudden involvement in that forbidden incest rampage that she ignored the pink-eyed demoness kneeling in front of her who has recovered after so many consecutive orgasms and was ready to get back to action.

           “Listen here, you fucking failure of a mother,” Ashley took her by the neck with her left hand, her grip fueled with so much anger and hate that it made Mrs. Graves start a fight between getting air to breathe and pushing her hips closer to her son’s face, even though it was physically impossible.

           “A-Ashley…!” she moaned, begging for air and, in contradiction, for her to choke her harder.

           “The only reason why I’m going to allow Andy to screw that sorry excuse of a pussy that you must have it’s because that was the best oral sex I ever had, if I’m being honest,” she spat, fire burning inside those malevolent and yet charming eyes that her mother adored so much. “My beloved could learn a thing or two from you…”

Ashley let her neck go, allowing her mother to take a long and quite hard breath of air. Her blurred vision returned to normal, and saw her daughter carrying the kitchen knife once again. Strangely, she was not scared at all upon the idea of being brutally murdered right there.

           “Still, it pisses me off that you made me feel that good. So I’m gonna return you the favor…,” her daughter took the upper part of what remained of her lingerie and, with the knife, made two cuts that turned the fabric useless, falling apart and allowing Ashley to rip it off her mother, leaving her totally naked. “Damn you… Why are you so fucking hot?”

            It was too late to feel embarrassed at that point, but being the three of them completely naked and amidst the promise of a threesome made Mrs. Graves’ heart to reach a new degree of beatings. Anticipation was crawling under her skin nonstop, thanks to the wonderful work Andrew was doing behind her, and now Ashley staring at her front with envy and unrecognized desire.

Angry, the goth bitch threw the knife and the torn pieces of the lingerie aside, far away from their little love nest that was the cold, hard floor, but without losing eye contact with her mother even for a second.

           “It’s not fair that my tits are not as big as these…,” Ashley fondled her mother’s tits, making the late moan with delight as she squeezed hard, transmitting all her anger and resentment. “…these fucking meat bags of yours!”

The lunatic bitch could not hold on any more and went right for her mother’s right tit, kissing her pink and cute nipple, licking and biting it and its surrounding as much as she could. It was tasty, it was nostalgic, and it was so fucking arousing that she wasted not a single second to use her free hand to make her dripping pussy and clit have the stimulus they demanded.

Mrs. Graves did not even have the opportunity to moan in absolute pleasure when Ashley’s punishment over her added to that heated bacchanalia of pure lust, since Andrew did what she had wished for years in the blink of an eye, without warning at all: he teased the lips of her vagina with his throbbing cock and then went in full into her.

            “Damn, mom! Why the hell are you’re so fucking tight?” he whispered after a pained sigh.

            “Ah…Andrew! Ah…!” Her moans were cut short when Ashley put her soaked fingers inside her mouth, smiling with teeth tainted with the blood that slowly flowed from the bite marks around her areola.

            “Got ya, mommy! I’m not gonna let Andy have the spotlight all for himself. Lick me clean, or else…,” An unnecessary threat, seen after how Mrs. Graves desperately obeyed her order, sucking and passing her tongue over every single millimeter of skin. “Good girl!”

            Andrew’s strong and not-gently at all thrusts were like a hammer falling hard against Mrs. Graves’s skull and making a mess out of her grey matter. Her mind was in shambles; so fucked, violated and tainted by the inexorable alluvium of pleasure that she never thought possible of feeling, even if the one in a million chance of actually fulfilling her most inner and dark wishes actually became true…

A chance which was happening right there and now, by some twisted joke of fate… And that it was not over just yet.

            "Mmm… I think I have an idea. Yeah, this is gonna work out fine…,” Ashley said, retracting her fingers and tasting her mother’s saliva with that impish smirk of hers that drove Mrs. Graves absolutely crazy. “I’ll be right back.”

With a maleficent grin, Ashley went up the stairs, still naked and without a care in the world.

Now that her daughter’s presence was away for the moment, the matriarch could focus exclusively on her son and his efforts to make her feel good. Now she could feel in full the might of his cock going deep in direction of her womb, sending wonderful waves of pure ecstasy to every corner of her sexy and hungry-for-more body.

But just when she thought she was going to reach a new height in that seemingly infinite tower of forbidden lust that was her own self, Andrew suddenly stopped his movement and turned away from her.

            “W-what?! Why?!” his mother asked, truly horrified at the idea of not having his cock any more inside of her. Scared, she stared at her son as he circled around her without saying anything. “Andrew?”

            The green eyed man lay down on the ground and stroke his juice-covered dick a bit to show her how hard he was. Breathing heavily and shyly smiling, he said from that position:

            “Come, mom. I want you to fuck me.”

Yes. Absolutely yes. Oh, the possibilities… She wanted to jump right into action and suck his cock as if her life depended on it, titty-fuck him until they both bleed and empty his balls right over her body to permanently imprint his male scent on her skin.

There was also the possibility of continuing with the urgent need of satisfying her pussy and fill her womb with his seed… Shivers of joy made her tremble at the thought.

She crouched over him and wasted no time in sticking his cock deep inside, never to wanting to let go. Such was that powerful sensation that filled her that she had to lean on his pectorals to keep equilibrium, and drunk on pleasure she started to move up and down.

            “Shit, fuck! Mom, you’re amazing!” Andrew exclaimed, trembling and making an expression of pain that Mrs. Graves was never going to forget. “I’m going to cum soon if you keep doing that!”

Proving that she was Ashley’s mother, by simple action-reaction she smiled the same way she did, haughty and erotically. That plus her tied hair moving in tune with her bouncing tits helped Andrew realize how much he had desired to fuck with that woman. 

           “Do you like it, Andrew? Do you like this pussy that gave birth to you and your sister?” she asked, overflowing over his pelvis and feeling his cock throbbing as if it was about to explode. “Make it feel good, yes?”

            There was no need for her to repeat herself: Andrew started to frantically move in sync with her hips. They spiraled down into a maelstrom of insane lust; a forbidden ritual not meant for humans; an unfolding lovelorn crime manifested in moans never meant to be shared between mother and son.

            “Huh… Taking dominance so soon?” Miraculously, Ashley’s voice could be heard in between Andrew and Mrs. Graves’ erotic and soundly display, coming from the top of the stairs. “You’re such a spineless little bitch, Andy.”

            “Yeah, fuck you too!” he exclaimed, laughing in his attempt to look at her from his upside-down perspective.

            “Gladly… Hey, can you believe that poor excuse of a man upstairs is still asleep? I don’t think we have to worry about fucking like pigs and screaming our lungs out, eh, mom?” she asked her, forcing Mrs. Graves to stop looking at her son like a madwoman in love and raising her gaze at Ashley, who was walking down the stairs with a big, blunt object hanging from her crotch. “I guess that fucking his sorry ass with this humongous strap-on cock also fucked with something inside his head.”

            “Hah, you wish that was the case! That thing is brand new…,” her mother said, a smug expression on her face as Ashley stood at the bottom of the stairs, her striking beauty and sex appeal increased to exponential levels by that strap-on cock she had on. “And I can’t fucking wait to feel you deep inside me, baby.”

            “Oh, so eager! I found something else…” Ashley got closer, showing that there were three old and worn-out bunny stuffed toys hanging by her hips, tied by their neck with kinky belts to the leather fabric of the strap-on. One was pink colored, other was green, and the last one was yellow. “Aren’t they cute? I think I felt something in my chest when I found them along this plastic dick… But anyway, what I’m sure is that I want to rape you with my toys watching.”

            “Yes! Come here and fuck me along with your brother!

            The goth bitch, her gaze impregnated with evil intent, circled around them and passed her fingers along her mother’s sides, sending shivers through every pore of skin. Then it was her tongue’s turn, tracing her back from the top to the bottom like an artist brush, and taking occasionally and almost harmless bites.

            “Mmm, your asshole is blinking and begging me to make a mess out of it. Are you ready?” she asked, teasing it with the plastic cock and almost unable to wait to hear her screams. “Andy, let’s fuck this bitch together.”

            “Hell yeah, Leyley.”

            Harsh, brutal and unmercifully, Ashley went inside Mrs. Graves’ ass. Tears of pain flowing along with lines of drool that escaped from the corners of her mouth and a long cry that could have pierced the very heavens. It was music to Ashley’s ears; she took her by her ponytail and forced her to straighten, away from Andrew and his half-concerned half-aroused face.

As Ashley went back and forward, kinda clumsy next to Andrew’s thrusts inside her mom’s pussy, she captured her right breast with her other hand and bit her shoulder.

            “How do you feel, mommy? Do you like my cock in your ass, you disgusting pig?” she teased, whispering to her ear and nibbling her lobe. Not wanting to be left aside, Andrew leaned forward and caught his mother in a hug, hiding his face between her tits as he came closer to emptying his balls inside her. “Is this what you wished for, to be raped by both your daughter and son?

            Pain turned to pleasure, and tears of anguish became tears of joy. Mrs. Graves was feeling her insides getting absolutely messed up, driving her to the cusp of madness and tearing her mind asunder with unending orgasms.

            “YES! I LOVE YOU, ANDREW! I LOVE YOU, ASHLEY!” she screamed, hugging her son back and giving him no option but to finish inside her. “FUCK ME UNTIL I GET PREGNANT FROM BOTH OF YOU! GIVE ME YOUR BABIES!”

            In response, Ashley laughed loudly and fixed her speed to Andrew’s.

            “She totally lost it!” the goth woman exclaimed, blushing like her brother at the request presented by their mother. “Anyway, like the fucked-up children that we are, let’s knock up this perverted bitch, Andy!”

In unison, the three Graves screamed their lungs out. Mrs. Graves wanted that moment to never end. To be perpetually fucked by her son and daughter until they’re nothing but an agglomeration of rotting flesh and bones in an unknown grave that nobody would ever shed a tear for.

Andrew ejaculated like never before, so intense that in a whim, he searched her mother’s lips and captured them. The matriarch responded with eagerness, looking entrance inside his mouth without any shyness at all. Not after feeling the warm injection of semen inside her womb…

            “Hey! That’s not fair, assholes! Me too!”

Jealous, Ashley grabbed both her mother and her brother's heads from behind and forced them to let her in, starting a vicious and yet passionate fight of lips and tongues between the three of them.

            “I love you…,” their mother whispered to their lips, only to find gentle and unforgiving kisses in return. “So fucking much.”

Strength started to leave her body. Tiredness and sleep took over so rapidly that she did not catch what her children said, and neither the fact that both of them guided her to that little and lame bed in which she had been caught masturbating.

When she felt the caress of the bed sheets, the insomnia that had been tormenting her for so long could do nothing but fade away before the heavy sleep that took over.

Andrew and Ashley laid next to her; the now-cockless sister next to the wall and hugging her sweat, love-juices covered stuffed bunnies, and the brother on the other side, dangerously close to the edge.

            “That was… Wow,” Andrew said first, after he intertwined his legs between his mother’s and his tired dick followed her sleepy example. “I need a cig.”

            “No way. We’re so hot right now that we’ll set ourselves on fire.” Ashley was breathing heavily, her immoral rampage receding and her mind clearing. Her eyelashes mascara totally ruined, having marked her cheeks with tears of blackness as her soul but in no way the red of embarrassment could be hidden behind it. “What do we do now, Andrew? What we did…what she did… I don’t fucking know what to think about. Do it in my stead.”

Supporting his head with his arm and playing with his mother's hair, the green-eyed man clicked his tongue and sighed.

“I think that we’re together in this now. I mean, with everything. We simply cannot kill her after all that, right?” he asked her in return with a low voice, receiving a gaze from his sister that, for the first time when they talked about their mother, was not a hundred percent murderous. “She opened her heart to us, and I believe her. Not enough to forgive her right away, but it’s a start.”

Ashley growled, pissed off and staring in particular at the yellow rabbit with her lower lip trembling. Did she want to cry? Was it because she finally knew that her mother had never actually hated her, or because she was frustrated that she lost her will to murder her?

“If she ever dream of earning my forgiveness, she’ll have to worship the very shit-stained dirt I step on. She’ll have to lick my feet like a dog and obey me as if I’m her fucking goddess,” she said, darkly and staring down at her mother with impotency. “I’m gonna be motherfucking Sauron…no, Morgoth, a freaking dark lord, and she a pathetic worm who exists only to serve me.”

            “Okay, my dark lady, but chill out. You’re gonna wake her up… Look how peaceful she looks.” Truly, they realized that it was a new facet of their mother, seeing her like that. “I’ve never seen her so…so happy.”

Their mother released a little moan in her sleep and moved closer to Ashley’s side, snuggling like a kitten. In response, both siblings’ hearts trembled in perfect synchronization.

            “F-fuck! She’s…” Ashley was aghast, blushing and frozen in place as her mom got even closer to her and found commodity at the warm of her breasts. “This bitch has no fucking right to be so…”

            “…so cute,” Andrew finished, smiling and caressing his mother’s back. “How about we go to sleep too?”

            “Y-yeah… Let’s.”

            The green-eyed brother had no problem at all, climbing over the wall of sleep and joining his mother as he rested his forehead against her back. Ashley had more trouble closing her eyes, still feeling shame and confusion at the strange feelings emanating from her cold, rotten insides.

New emotions were merging with those she had only for Andrew and it scared her to death. Her heart was beating like crazy, and with that image of her mother asleep and in peace, she inevitably followed them alongside the three, happy stuffed bunnies.

 

***

“This is insane, Andy. Even for us.”

The siblings were walking at a slow pace through the parking lot and carrying their father’s skull and bones inside two bags. Unlike Andrew, Ashley was too worried about their current situation.

            “You mean butchering dad after selling his soul to a demon, or the fact that mom is now our…girlfriend? I don’t know if that’s the right word to use, to be honest.”

            “Of course I’m talking about mom, dumbass!” she exclaimed, red as a tomato. “That bitch flip-flopped so hard I’m still having a hard time believing it! I mean, she being in love with us all this time? It’s madness!

            “Coming from you, that’s quite the statement, Leyley” Andrew said, laughing. He was not wrong: his sister had committed incest with him multiple times and summoned an entity from another dimension without showing any kind of concern, but it was incest from the maternal side what troubled her. “Admit it: you never imagined having a gay side on you, and even better, that it was strongly intertwined with your desire to be a mommy’s girl.”

            “Fuck you!” Ashley punched him on the right arm, making him chuckle even more. “Last night really happened, right? It wasn’t a dream.”

            Andrew smirked, looking in direction of the hitman’s car.

            “Obviously, it happened. Look over there.”

            Ashley followed her brother’s gaze and her heart melted upon such sight.

            Their mom was sitting on the hood of the car, her eyes closed and smiling gently as she enjoyed the morning breeze caressing her face. Free from the fake persona she had built over the years, she was now wearing full black: thigh high boots, a very short skirt, a fitted shirt that stood her prominent breasts out, and a pentagram-themed tie.

To finish decorate that sexy work of art, her hair was tied up with a small yellow ribbon.

          "Fuck…oh, fuck! This is bad. She’s…so fucking hot! Is she really our mom? I don’t understand…” Ashley whispered, biting her lower lip like a hungry and yet scared she-wolf. “What’s happening to me, Andy? Up until tomorrow I had only eyes for you, but now… I want her.”

Chuckling, Andrew hugged her and planted a kiss on her head, not losing the opportunity to catch the sweet and addictive smell of her hair.

          “Be happy, dear sister. Now you have two people in this piece of shit world that will be with you until the very end. It’s that right, mom?”

            Mrs. Graves smiled, beautiful like never before. Makeup made her yellow eyes shine, and the now receding dark circles under her eyes were almost invisible.

          “Absolutely, my dears. As long as we’re together, I’ll follow both of you to the depths of Hell.” She jumped down the hood and went directly to Andrew to plant a sweet and long kiss on his lips. Ashley took a deep breath and looked away, with a confused and painful pang on her chest, and as if she had detected her daughter’s feelings, she ended the kiss with Andrew and took her by the shoulders. “Don’t be so cold, baby! Come and give mommy a kiss.”

Mrs. Graves gave her no time to think, not even to reject her: she kissed her with the sweetness of a girlfriend in love, making Ashley blush furiously and almost submitting her to her will.

         “Mom, I…I… Oh, fuck you!” The goth bitch snapped, taking distance from that smirking witch and pointing at her brother with a trembling finger. “Stop looking like a fucking asshole and let’s go!”

Ashley went inside the car and slammed the door, in anger. Since she went to the back, she thought that Mrs. Graves was going to call shotgun, which certainly was a mistaken assumption by the famished expression that Andrew saw growing on her face.

The newborn hag followed her daughter in to the back of the car, making sure to put the lock on the door after closing it.

          “What the hell are you doing, you horny bitch!? N-no, wait! Wait, please!” Andrew heard his sister screaming. “At least let me… Oh, fuck! G-gently… I said gently, goddammit!”

            Laughing and wishing for their future to be long before the unavoidable coming of the lethal injections that had their names on them, the green eyed man got in the car and drove off with those two women making out in the backseat.

It was the dawn of a new day. Their demonic amulet recharged, bones to dump into the ocean, and no fucking idea about what to do next but to put the pedal on the metal and go absolutely VROOM VROOM MOTHERFUCKER!